By J. Ward Childs, 538d. Massachusett’s Reg 


Boys, our back pay is a coming ; 
Nearly three months now is due; 
And if Samuel don’t fork over, 
We will put our Uncle through. 
Yes, it’s coming : so is Christmas, 
Which will get here first, I vow ; 
It is very hard to tell, boys, 
But we'll have it any how, 


They said that we should get it, 
Kre we left the ‘“' Old Bay State ; ” 
But, boys, I guess that Uncle Sam 
Has got hard up, of late ; 
But the old gentleman is honest ; 
~ To cheat is not his sin ; 
But that’s little consolation, 
When we want a little tin. 


From one week’s end to an other, 
We scratch a poor man’s head ; 
For, our pockets all are empty, 
We haven’t narry red. 
A dollar, *pon my honor | 
With us, is but a name | 
For, we haven’t seen a “ Green Back, 
Since we to this city came. 


But, cheer up, boys, it’s coming, 
Sure as rats it’s on the way,; 
Wont we have a time though, soldiers, 
When we get hold of that back pay 
The spondoolix must come down, boys, 
That is all I’ve got to say ; 
For, that is what’s the matter, boys, 
We must have that back pay. 
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